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one based on personal experience, with death as the penalty for a mistake.
I was not, however, entirely happy. Our departure had the appearance of running away from an extremely awkward situation. We had left the gallant garrison in a desperate, though, I thought, not absolutely hopeless plight. I could settle this matter with my conscience in only one way. I asked myself where my duty lay and the answer seemed clear. It was to tell the world about Leros. Throughout the war I found that some colleagues did not find the answer so simple. In defiance of regulations, some armed themselves and actually took part in the fighting. They thus earned the admiring applause of certain officers who could not see that it was crass folly. The position of a war correspondent with armed forces is undeniably difficult at times, but, if he wants to fight, he should become a soldier and not be an amateur playing, at whim, Avith two jobs.
The Echo, instead of bolting straight for Turkey, impudently circled the island in the growing daylight and bombarded a German landing craft. Then as an orange crescent of sun showed above the horizon, she raced at full speed for Turkish waters. We could have been caught by the dive-bombers from Kos, but we were lucky. The hazy land grew comfortingly clearer; presently we passed a jagged needle of rock. The captain, whose name was Lieut.-Commander Wyld, R.N., broadcast to the ship: " We are now in Turkish territorial waters. Thin out."
Instantly long-sustained tension relaxed and taut nerves found relief in a spontaneous cheer from all hands. Muffled men, who had only spoken in terse low voices, began to chatter eagerly, to laugh at nothing. I stayed on deck just long enough to see that we were entering a narrow creek between barren shores, then descended to the wardroom to eat the most welcome breakfast of bacon and eggs ever set before man.
The feeling of security was astounding. We were protected by—what? Just the rules of the boxing ring observed as a whim, of the German High Command. We had retired to our corner to be sponged and fanned in readiness for the next round. As Crichton and I finished our luxury breakfast next morning, in an excess of enthusiasm, I insisted on threading in broad daylight through the elastic and confused battlebe an American naval
